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whom was apparently giving birth to, or being suckled bv a
double-tailed goldfish. Next to this vase there was a pepper-box
of unnatural proportions on the top of which, where it was per-
forated for shaking, gaped the head of a preposterous Punchi-
nello. A rusty faucet, of ornamental brass, serviceable now for no
conceivable purpose, was propped up against the pepper-box. At
the base of the vase reposed a white-feathered shuttlecock with
a vermilion centre; while between the pepper-box and the win-
dow-frame was a small croquet-mallet of a kind that had become
quite extinct. Resting on the handle of this croquet-mallet was a
large Pacific Ocean shell, on the back of which some meticulous
Miss Drew of a hundred years ago had painted a sad little land-
scape wherein a diminutive goatherd and a gigantic goat contem-
plated a sinking ship from a green island. Leaning against the
rim of this painted shell was a big, old-fashioned shaving-cup,
upon the side of which was sketched a distant view of a castle on
the Rhine, seen between two nameless trees and above the back
of an overloaded mule.
The watery sun which struggled into Old Jones' shop, through
what portion of the window was not obscured by these objects,
enabled Sam to watch every movement of Mr. Evans.
The man was standing on tiptoe against a shelf and struggling
to open a little china pot which stood there without removing a
marble paperweight which rested on its lid.
Sam got hesitatingly up from his seat; but remained with his
hand on its arm. There was something distressing, teasing to the
nerves, something that set one's teeth on edge, about Mr. Evans"
effort to get his fingers into this little oblong pot.
"Ah!" he ejaculated at last, "I feel it now. Ah!"
Sam had never seen the human form stretched to such tension
as was the form of Mr. Evans with his fingers in that small re-
ceptacle. He couldn't help looking at the man's bare heels, both
of which were protruding now, as his feet rose out of his slip-
pers, through large round holes in his knitted socks. His feet
came back into their shoes as he uttered this exclaimation, and he
himself turned with a tiny key in his hand.
"Come," he said. "Come . . . come . . . come!"
He led the way to the back of the shop where on the opposite